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A lasting wreath of various hue,—deck’d with each fragrant flower. 
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Vou. I.] SATURDAY, NOVEMBER 21, 1812. [No. 6. 
man ?”——* Ah ! good Sir, she is more 

ROSA. than a child, she is my friend /—It was 

“ WHAT afilicts you, my good|/ she, whom of all my children, I neglect- 


man,’’ said I.—Alas ! Sir, have you seen 
my child ?—The person who thus an- 
swered me, was a poor blind man, 
seated on the trunk of a hollow tree, 
at the foot of which issued a silver 
spring ; his bald forehead, robbed of 
its honours by the iron hand of time— 
his patched wallet, unconscious of the 
bounties of Ceres ;—the hickory staff, 
on which he rested his debilitated 
arm ;—his body, that seemed fainting 
under the pressure of extreme hun- 
eer ;——his sightless eyes, and tremulous 
voice ;—altogether struck me with a 
kind of reverential horror.—I looked 
once more upon the object which had 


so rivetted my amazement, and thought 
that Providence had deserted one of 
her weakest children :- 

I got off my horse— I pray you in- 
form me, poor old man, have you no 
one to conduct you to a roof, where 





ak. 





plenty might gather joy, by wiping the 
tear of misery from your furrowed | 
cheek ??———«« No one,” answered he, 
feebly raising his snow-white head — 
He pronounced these last words in a 
tone which made me think for a mo- 


ment, what humanity had abandoned the 
~world.—« What ! 


not one, my old! 
friend ?”— Alas! Sir, my wife and 
children have all deserted me ;——-I am 
poor, old, and blind, yet I must forgive 
them; but my daughter, O my daugh- 
ter!” repeated. he, with a deep sigh 
that seemed to escape from the inmost 
recesses of his heart. “ Are you 





speaking of a favourite child, my old | 





| 











ed when the rays of prosperity glad- 
dened my younger days ; and now, when 


I am fallen into the vale of years, and 


laden with horror, she is the only one 


who will administer comfort to my mi- 
series !”———“* When did she leave 
you /’--—« Yesterday, Sir, for the first 
time.” ‘ You have not surely been 
unhappy from your youth! you could 
not have arrived at so advanced an age, 
if the visitations of sorrow had been 
continual.” The poor man sighed, 
and gave me his history ina few words. 
“ T had laboured forty years to 
amass a few hundred dollars by the 
sweat of my brow, which I suddenly 
lost, by the person becoming a bank- 
rupt in whose hands I had entrusted 
my little capital ; the pressure of a mis- 
fortune so serious and unexpected, was 
infinitely too powerful to be resisted by 
so weak a philosopher as me ;—even 
the force of Christianity failed to alic- 
viate the sting of woe. Lor these ten 
years past my being has been comfort- 
less (said the poor old man, pointing to 
the place where his eyes once were ;) 
for these ten years past I have been 
praying for my dissolution: many mi- 
serable wretches, who were doomed to 
wander through the darksome caverns 
of affliction, have hope at least to 
strengthen them upon their journey ; 
but my expectations of mortal bliss are 
over.” You must not loose sight of 
hope, my good old man; it 1s possble 
you may yet ke happy.”—~* Happy! 
wah! dear Sir, circumstanced as lam 
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even to expect such an event were pre- 
sumption.”—“ You are not certain, my 
poor friend, but assistance may be near 
you in the moment of complaining.”’ 

“ Assistance! I entreat, Sir, mock not 
my misfortunes ; can the power of kings 
give me a ray of light?” This an- 
swer struck me so forcibly, that I im- 
mediately turned towards the sun, and 
could not help uttering a silent prayer 
of gratitude to the Deity, that I was in 
possession of so invaluable a gift. He 
remained silent for a moment, resting 
his hands upon his staff, and bending 
his palsied head towards the earth, 
which seemed, in the melancholy state 
of my understanding at that period, to 
call him to her bosom; then issuing a 
woefraught sigh, continued— Qh! 
my daughter! my dear child! but for 
her goodness I should long since have 
ceased to exist ; when I determined to 
suppress my being, and die by the slow 
ministry of hunger—the poor child 
cries—embraces my nerveless knees— 
calls me her father—her dear her ho- 
noured father, in a tone of supplication 
sO persuasive, and so tender, that the 
influence of desperation yields to the 
entreaties of an angel;—and yet—she 
does not return! Ah! 








thou leave me here to perish without | 
the consolation of a last embrace— | 


without the rapture of bestowing my 
final blessing on my child ?—QO, my 
God! dost chou then abandon me !”” 

The awful manner in which he ut- 





Rosa, wilt! 
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tered these words chilled the very pul- | | 


ses of my heart. I lifted my stream- 
ing eyes togheaven, and murmered 
involuntarily—God of nature ! 
sible thou can’st have abandoned him! 
The poor man thanked me, and I | 
retired liden with anguish.—TI had wan- | 
dered some distance from the miserable 


man, when I perceived his daughter ; 








Is it pos- | 


—I ran to announce the discovery to) 


her father ;—I would not have exchan- 
ged the corimission to have been sove- 
reign of the world.—His greedy ear 
deank the intelligence with rapture, 
and the good old man was cheered once 
more with a moment of joy. His daugh- 


ter arrived out of breath—she had | 
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been far away, begging charity for he 
unhappy father; I looked at the amia. 
ble Rosa with unutterable delight: 
——I thought her countenance was 
more than human ; she-uttered the 
sentiments of filial piety in so graceful 
a manner, that pity, admiration, and 
respect, at once usurped the govern 
ment of my bosom. ° : 

I felt a delicious emotion in perceiy. 
ing with what undescribable tenderness 
the poor old man and his daughter em- 
braced each other. 

“ Is it thee my dearest Rosa ;—is it 








thee ‘” said the aged father, stretchingB 


out his withered hands, which seemed 
to seck the fond object of his regards 
with sympathetic agency ; “* where 
art thou Rosa? let me press thee to 
my panting heart ;—you tarried so long, 
that I almost began to think you had 
forsaken me.” 
her parent, and wetted his silver locks 
with the tears of affection. 

“ I] knew, my dear child—I well 
knew, that thou wouldst return ;—come 
near me, that I may kiss thee once 
more.” ‘You will never desert this 
old man again; but constantly watch 
by his side, to soften the pangs of 
affliction.”—* Ah! Sir,” replied the 
lovely girl, “ do you not know.” 

‘ What, Rosa !”’—* that he is my fa- 








ther !”?————- What a sentiment —couldf : 





volumes express more ! Ye par ents, 
| who boast of educating your children 
agreeably to the prin ciples of Christi- 
anity, bid them read this tale. 








TRUE POLITENESS. 
A SKETCH BY A FEMALE HAND. 
Politeness is a just medium between 
formality and rudeness; it is, in fact, 


good nature regulated by quick dis-f 


| cernment, which proportions itself to 








every situation and every character. It 


is arestraint laid by reason and bene- 


volence on every irregularity of tem- 
per, of appetite and passion, and accom- 
modates itself to the santastic laws of 
custom and fashion, as long as they are 
not inconsistent with the higher obliga- 
tions of virtue and religion. 

To give efficacy and grace to polite- 
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—Rosa instantly kissed 











AND LITERARY 


ss it must be accompanied wi.ii some | 
Beree of taste, as well as delicacy ; and 
hough its foundation'must be reoted - 
the heart, it is not perfect without a 
owledge of the world. 
In society, it is the happy medium, 
ich blends the most discordant na- 
res, it imposes silence on the loqua- 
ous, and inclines the most reserved 
furnish their share of conversation ; 
represses the despicable, but common 
bition of being the most prominent 
aracter in the scene ; it encreases the 
neral desire of ‘being mutually 
reeable; takes off the offensive edge 
raillery, and gives delicacy to wit ; 
preserves subordination, and recon- 
les care with propriety; like other 
luable qualities, its value is best es- 
ated when it is absent. 
No greatness Can awe it into servility, 
) intimacy sink it into worse familiari- 
; to superiors itis respectful freedom ; 
inferiors it is unassuming good na- 
re; to equals, every thing that is 
arming; studying, anticipating, and 
tending to all things, yet at the same 
ae apparently disengaged and care- 
$s. 
Such is true politeness ; by people of 
ong heads and unworthy hearts, dis- 
aced in its two extremes ; and by the 
nerality of mankind, confined i in the 
wwrow bounds of mere good breeding, 
hich is only one branch of it. 
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LADY'S NEW CATECHISM. 
west. YOR what end did you come 
to the world !— Ans. To get a hus- 
ind.—Q. What is the way to get a 
sband'—.4. To dress, dance, chat, 
ay, and go to all manner of public 


opposite Christ’s Church. 





en 
Ct, 


aces, except church, for fear of being | 
' 
is- Ff | 


led a fanatic —Q. What is the duty | 

a husband ?—4. To please his wife. 

Q. What is the duty of a wife ?—4/. | 
ff please herself—Q. Are there no | 
lore duties incumbent on you as a fine | 
dy ?~..4. Yes; I must be deaf, dumb | 
il blind, as occasion requires ; deaf 
) the voice of duns, and all such poor 
lations as most easily beset me ; 
umb when my husband remonstrates ; 
id blind to the whole race of city ac- 


'| replied, 


MISCELLANY. 


GENERALS. 

General Alarm produced General 
War, which brought on General Cala- 
mity, General Scarcity, and General 
Want ; providentially, these have been 
superceded by General Harvest, which 


| will restore us to General Plenty, and 


we hope soon, General Peace. 





A country fellow, who had just come 
into the city gaping into every shop he 
came to, at last looking into a Scrivener’s 
office, where seeing only one man sit- 
ting at a desk, could not imagine what 
commodity was sold there. He calls to 
the clerk, Pray sir, what do you sell 
here ? Loggerheads, replied the clerk. 
You have an excellent trade then, re- 
plied the country-man, for JI see you 
have but one left. 

While William Cobbet published 
Porcupines Gazette, in Philadelphia, 
under the fictitious name of Peter 
Porcupine, he also kept a book store, 
A gentle- 
man wishing to ridicule him, went to 
the store, and enquired whether he had 
Porcupine’s quills, for sale? Peter © 
replying in the affirmative, took from 
the shelf a bundle of common writing 
quills, and tendered them to the gen- 
tleman.— The would be wit immediately 
took the quills and paid for them; then, 
archly looking at Peter, enquired again 
whether they were Porcupine’s quills ° 
“ O no,” replied Cobbet, they were in- 
deed so once, but belonging to you, 
they are now goose quills. 














A witty old gentleman, being asked 
how he liked the President’s speech— 
with a great deal of good humour 
‘“] think friend Madison has 
pitched the Psalm too high—I fear the 
Congregation will never be able to 
carry out the tune.” 

A poor fellow in Scotland, creeping 
thro’ the hedge of an orchard, with an 
intention to rob it, was seen by the own- 
er, who called out to him, “ Sawyey, 
hoot, hoot, mon, where are you going ?” 








uaintance or country cousins. 





}- “ Back agen,” says Sawney. 
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FOR THE JUVENILE PORT-FOLIO. 


On reading the remains of Henry Kirke White. 


NO more with mortal voice he sings, 
The bard so sweet the bard so good, 
Upwards he mounts on eagle’s wings, 
To gain the mansion of his God. 
He joins the chorus of the blest, 
Safe landed in his heavenly rest. 
No more by poverty annoyed 
He struggles on a weary pace, 
Nor feels the pangs of hope destroyed, 
Pangs that embitter all our peace; 
From earthly cares and troubles free, 
He tastes of immortality. 
But those who yet a while must tread 
This world of sorrows o’er and o’er, 
Weep that he sleeps among the dead, 
Weep that he tunes his harp no more ; 
His harp is hung on yonder tree 
And passing winds make melody. 
O thou! the muse that fill’d his breast, 
If thou with him did not ascend, 
To join the regions of the blest ; 
Aid me to sing my unseen friend 
And fill with mournful notes the song, 
And make the solemn music long. 
Time! he has sung thy power so great, 
How thou canst mingte all with clay ; 
Canst monarchs tread beneath thy feet 
And make all nations pass away, 
And even thought thou couldst O Time! 
Destroy his memory sublime. 
But thou O Time! canst ne’er efface 
‘The records of a soul so fair ; 
They bloom in sweet perennial grace 
And ever shall they flourish here. 
They are not native plants of earth 
But beav’n acknowledges their birth 
And long shall they remain below, 
To show bright virtue to mankind ; 
To cheer the suff’ring child of woe, 
To soothe the melancholy mind. 
Virtue survives the mortal’s grave, 


He, he may hope—nay more, be sure, 
That he thy sweets shall taste, 
And glide along to life’s last hour 
With all thy blessings grac’d. 
RICHARD AND EMMA. 
POOR Richard loved his Emma well ; 
She died !—He could not brook the pain 
His reason fled with her he lov’d, 
Poor Richard never smiled again ! 
Like one past o’er by all hjs kind, 
In woods poor Richard spent the hour; 
There would he braid his auburn hair, 
Or weep upon a faded flow’r. 
One evening when the moon shone bright, 
How sullen went the village bell! 
Who would have dreamt so swift a change 
Alas ! it toll’d poor Richard’s knell. 
ADDITION, BY A READER, 
HERE, let each gen’rous feeling mind, 
Lament with me the hapless youth, 
And fortune, sickle as the wind, 
See, in this simple tale a truth. 


THE KISS. 
Humid seal of soft affections, 
Tend’rest pledge of future bliss, 
Dearest tie of young connexions, 
Love’s first snow-drop, virgin Kiss! 
Speaking si'ence, dumb confession, 
Passion’s birth, and infant’s play, 
Dove-like fondness, chaste concession, 
Glowing dawn of brighter day ! 
Sorrowing joy, adieu’s last action, 
When ling’ring lips no more must join, 
What words can ever apeak affection, 
So thrilling and sincere as thine ? 








10 CORRESPONDENIS, 
We have received several communication 
chiefly Poetic ; some of them, pieces of meri 
others, below mediocrity; while we cheemie 
fully insert the former, we hope to be pamjj 
doned for rejecting the latter, our chief ain 
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Shews an example strong to save.—L. 


ON FRIENDSHIP. 

O Friendship source of ev’ry joy! 
How few to thee attain! 

None e’er can hope thy sweets to prove 
Who’re bent on sordid gain. 

Nor those, who flexible and soft 
Are carried with the stream ; 

To them wilt thou be e’er unknown, 
Of thee they only dream. 

The prating babbler, or the sot, 
To thee are not alby’d ; 

Nor will inconstants e’er be rank'd 
On thy unshaken side. 

But he who firm and void of guilt, 
With ev’ry virtue frauglit, 

Relying on his bosom friend, 
And ne’er concealing aught: 

Does to him all his thoughts reveal, 
His joys and sorrows too; 

And, what is yet more rare than these, 
Ts ever fast and true. 








being, to cultivate a just and correct taste. 
We assure our Juvenile correspondents, thal 
the most painful part of our duty, is that ¢ 
rejecting those pieces, which have not sui 
cient merit to recommend them to our re 
ders. 

Those who take the trouble to select pie 


cies for our Misccllany, will oblige us bi 


mentioning from whence they are taken, + 

we do not wish to publish any piece, as of 

ginal, which is not so in reality. 
CONDITIONS, 


A No. will be published every Saturday §, 


The price is Twelve and a half Cents 
month, payable monthly or quarterly in @ 
vance. 

At the close of each year, a title page, ! 
dex, and list of the names of the subscribe! 
will be given. 

Philadelphia— Published by Tuomas. | 
Conptk, jun. No. 22, Carter’s alley, oppast! 
Mr. Girard’s Bank—where Subscriptions ¢ 
Conumunications will be thankfully receiveds 
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